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None - one shot 


James Hetfield sat in an old tartan armchair, drinking cold beer and gazing out of the window. There had been a 
rare, heavy fall of snow in San Francisco and the garden of the Metallimansion was covered in a thick white 
blanket. The sky was stony grey, threatening to snow again at any moment. It looked very pretty but James 
was glad that he wasn't out in it. 


The same couldn't be said for Jason, who was out there in a duffle coat and woolly hat, shovelling snow from 
the path. It was the fault of the red piece of paper that he had to do such a task Nobody had wanted to 
clear the path so Lars had suggested that they draw for it. He had ripped a sheet of paper into four and 
coloured one piece red. Then he had put all the pieces into a cushion cover and Metallica had drawn for them. 


Jason had got the red piece, so he was the one clearing snow. 


James was kind of glad it had been Jason. He didn't fancy working out there in the freezing cold. If it would 
have been Kirk, he would have complained that it was ruining his hair and his complexion. If it would have been 
Lars, he would have insisted he hadn't drawn it properly and they needed a rematch. At least with good old 
dependable Jason, the job was getting done and done quickly. 


James had to admit, though, he felt sorry for Jason It was freezing out there; he had felt the cold air snake 


in just when Jason had opened the front door. The snow was at least 3 inches deep on the path and it was a 
long path. Jasons' cheeks were red and his breath puffed out like a dragon as he wielded the heavy shovel, 
flinging snow onto the lawn, digging more up and repeating the action. Some of the snow slid back onto the path 


and James saw Jason mouth a curse word. 

James wondered whether to go out and offer to help Jason, then he decided against it. Jason was proud and 
would say that he had lost the draw fair and square and it was his job to clear the path. Then, if Kirk and 
Lars saw James helping Jason, they would insist he fancied him. Then, finally, James didn't want to go out, 
freezing his ass off. 

As Jason scraped the rogue pile of snow back onto the lawn, he suddenly stopped and looked up. Soft, white 
flakes were falling from the sky. Even as he stared at them, they increased in speed and size. James, watching 
from the comfort of the living room, quite expected Jason to put the shovel down and rush inside but he 


didn't. He sighed and continued on with his task. 


Ah, now that's too much James thought. The dumb fuck hasn't realised that once he clears the end, the start of 
the path will be fucking buried again. | gotta help him but how can | do it without looking like a sissy? 


James thought hard and then it came to him. The perfect idea and Kirk and Lars would be none the wiser. He 


smiled, got out of his chair and left the living room. 
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'Larsl" Kirk shrieked from the kitchen. *LARS!" Lars got up from watching a tennis tournament on TV and went 
into the kitchen. He found Kirk standing by the cupboards, an anguished look on his face. 

"What's wrong Kirk?" Lars asked. "You look like you've found a sex toy in there" 

"Hahahah, funny!" said Kirk "Its the marshmallows" 

"The marshmallows? Well | must admit, ve never tried anything with them but it could be rather kinky" 

"NO! | didn't mean that. | meant they're gone!” 


"How can they be gone?" said Lars. "We only bought them yesterday and there was a huge fucking bag of 
them". He went over to the cupboards. "| bet you're just not looking properly’. 


Lars scuffled about in the cupboard, like a squirrel on speed. After five minutes of mutterings, bumps and 
thumps, he reappeared. 


"Yep, they're gone alright". 


Kirk sighed. "What a pile of crap! | just fancied a few marshmallows too. | wonder what happened to them?" 
"Somebody ate them" said Lars. 


"No shit!" Kirk rolled his eyes. "| meant who? Jason is outside clearing snow and James doesn't like 


marshmallows, he calls them fucking sissy crap for chicks’. 
At the mention of James, Lars' eyes lit up. "Aha" he said. 


Lars went to the kitchen door and beckoned to Kirk "Come with me" he said. "| bet | know where the 


marshmallows have gone". 
Kirk followed Lars down the hallway, out through the front door and into the swirling snow. He shivered but 
Lars just shook the snow off him as if it was confetti. He went over to the garden shed, from where a golden 


light could be seen shining within. 


Lars peeped through the window and grinned. "There" he said to Kirk. "Have a look but get ready to run if 


you're seen". 

Kirk peeped in too. The little wood stove had been lit and was burning brightly. A kettle sat next to the stove, a 
wisp of steam still issuing from its spout. James and Jason were sitting on the old settee, their boots off and 
their legs stretched out towards the warmth of the stove. They were holding mugs of cocoa and on Jason's 
lap, was the bag of marshmallows, from which he was dipping a plump yellow one into his cup. 


Kirk ducked down quickly. He looked at Lars and giggled. 


"Who wants to ask James what happened to the marshmallows when he and Jase come back inside?" Lars 


asked. 
Kirk raised an eyebrow. Then he grinned. 


"We'll draw for it!" 


The End 


